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having tea with me when the notice in a newspaper caught
my eye, was too strong to be resisted.
" Pm sorry to see that the youth of India are in danger
of being corrupted by Hollywood," I commented, solemn of
face.
Misri moved his head gently from side to side in that
oddly graceful gesture similar to American dissent but con-
veying, in fact, deprecatory agreement. " It is a pity. I
hope it won't be considered as unfriendly. We don't wish
to criticise your country or even your film industry. This
ban is solely for the protection of the young people, I am
sure. The protection of the young people's minds is most
important, especially in a country engaged in rebuilding
itself entirely. It is a matter of seeing that they have the
proper ideals and that they follow the right patterns/'
" Oh, I agree, Misri," I remarked airily, " but I couldn't
help wondering what had crept into a Hollywood film that
the youth of India wouldn't already have learned long ago
from the wide choice of erotic literature piled high in every
bazaar in the country. More booklets on sex are displayed
than on any other six subjects put together."
" You need not go to the bazaars, Dorotee," came the
high, clear voice of Durga who had arrived rather late to
join us. " Most of your film producers could probably
learn much they haven't even guessed at by visiting some
of our temples."
It was an example that I would not, or could not, have
raised. Religion is a matter for the individual. As a guest
in the country, it would have been ungracious for me to
have reminded Misri of the phallic symbols and the liquid
brown eyes of some of the astonishing frescoes which liberally
bespatter Hindu temples with illustrations that would land
any American in jail at top speed for gross pornography.
But I was not sorry that one of his countrywomen and co-
religionists had raised it. Durga had put her finger on
precisely the crux of the illusion. Nothing Hollywood could